MISCONSTRUED,
BY ALMA M'EER

vou lm? he shore, Captain?®
uhﬂlﬂl hew wmile,
S A R,
n
| vou kg the sea’™ He cricd, "Nay, nay!
much hug the Capo of May.”

flol™ orded she, with a tous of her curls,
must be daftl
ot Lows your falry-bark kisa to-

nlehh
They wonld overturn the oraft.”

Wﬂ’l, with & laugh st her dismay, =
onre 1, wnilo | kiss the lips of May?

|
But I thonght that you loved the wide, rough

",
& M, with Indlanant tone.
have sung (Lo pra won oft o me -
mpa, and not me alons
*“Fhat | fove the sea (s truth, T eay!
Fub tur dearor 1o me (s my pperloss May.™

wadd your Cape of May " she aald;
will makeo a 8 ormy bride.”
Iﬁ;f&l weee filled w th un-hed toars;
wurds with wonnded pride.
*Yon misconstene!” ke criod. “Nav, iy}
"Fis uot the Oape, bat you, my May ™

s

GID'S ADVENTURE.

BY LILY M. CURRY.
Gideon FPoster had been three weeks
residont of the metropolis, and was
ortly b0 “go into basiness,” under the
pervigion of his uncie, Mr. Archibald
lier, of the prosperons firm of Smith
Fuller, Gideon—or Gid, in the
age of his intimates—wis a
thy young Southerner who, during
¢ pust year or so, had penetrated
estern fastnesses, investigated mines
d ranches, attained his majority, and
ccoeded in convincing his sturdy old,
nnossee father, a well-off farmer of
vanoad sge, that the city was the
rrect plase for young men of push
d talenk (id was tall and strong;
had small, keen eyes, n beaky nose
d a leng upper lip. His complexion
as an artistio mixtare of tan and sun-
un. He had at times a nervous
Switching of the long upper lip, accom-
pniod by a slight sniff. He had an
eellent opinion of himself, and was

ven to citing “what we think down |
For his nge he was well in- |

r way."”

med on general topies.

(iid's wupole, a handsome, portly

clielor, yot in his thirties, had thus
ﬁ kept a kindly oeye npon his relative,

ling measurably responsible for the

ng man's eafety and well-being |

the great and slluring city. Dut
jid was beginning to chafe under the
iendly  esp onage, and

%m;u-.i to break from all accounta-
ility. Partioularly vexed was ho one
terocon when—but thie is the way it
ppaoued :
amnted, was standing in the street
fore bhis hotel, when & couple of
andsome, well dressed ladies chianeed
puss. One of the ladies glanc ng up,
nghib his eve. binshed, and fluttered
lintlo, Gid was alive in an instant;
ﬁ:ntc‘ ready for a sly flirtation. At
mo, as in any small village, no Liarm
ne tlronght of snch things, the best
xmn;: lndies being given, st times, to
iflle adventores of the sort. He nover
ppod to consider that ity customs
ighit be different, but started in pur-
it of the blushing snd mischievous
msels, raising his hatat an nuspicious
sment and meeting an unmistakaole
leome. Ho thouglt them very pretty;
eir ocomplexions were marvelously
:m. The trio proceeded slowly down
e promenade, langhing and chatting
thoy went. QGid was quite in lhis
ement—he was devoted to pretty
Is—and awaited an invitation to call,
wen, e felt sure his credentinls and

s own candor would win over the “old
blk.."

They bad proceeded in this fashion
for some distance, when Gid looking

, pexeeived his uncle approaching.

the Istter ecame close, his counte-

s co appeared to grow suddenly stern
—with horror. Really, Gid had never
Ppeolore seen him look so, and wondered
hat could have happened. Mr. Faller
ne quickly on, and, as he stood
roust  $he trio, scarcely paused.

%id!" he said, in a terrible tone, and
motioned with his head toward the
Botel, then passed on.

Gid excused himsell and followed

tor, intending to rejoin the faiy ones,

e caught up with Liﬂ uncle at the
hotel entrance.

“Well 7 he said.

“Wall!” fairly thundered the eldor

ntleman, pusbing him into a corner

the hall. *What under heaven do
ou mean by such conduct ?”

“Conduct? What have [ done ?"

“Do yon mean to tell me you didn't
Enow the oharacter of those women?”

*Character? Why, they are very
mice girks.”

Air. 'oller regarded him in silence,
$hen spoke conpassionately :

“Well, you are simpler than I
Miought, and for all yonr Western
fravol! How did you meet them ?”

Gi | hesitated.

“Why—why, I met them—"

“You flirted with them! Now, that
mipght do in a vil'age, but ¢ity folks

n't make acquasintances that way.

d, if you're going to stay in the city,
ou don’t want to label yourself
ucker! With eare!” do you?"

With this well-meant severity Mr.
#alle: turned away,

Gid was deeply mortified, and hardly
&new what to do with himself. His
mortification Jasted all the evening,
aaking hivrscem so low-spirited that
¥Maclean, » young Bouthern friend,
zu:ﬂ'ml him sadly, and asked if he were

eniok.

“I'll take yon to see n pretty girl to-

orraw,” Maclean said, consolingly,

ber atudio; she is an artist,”

Gid roused a little, asking:

“What's her name ?*

“Dasy Darrow; Miss Margaret Dar-
gow, more correckly.”

“A inct?"

“You, » fact,”

“Is sha really pretty?”

“I tlink yon'll say so. Bhe paints

ell; doesn'h reed to, sither, for she is
gn only child, and her father is well
off. He's in Europe now; she lives
with  her aunt; mother's dead.”
@aclena was really very glib w'th the

oung lady's padigree, consdering how
E:hlq he knew her.  “Stie's just back
from the country, snd she'll be off to
Ehe weande before long; so we must
surely go to-morrow.”

“Hoits we to s T," said Gid, forget-
tine him woe,

A 1tfle niter eleven the noxt day,
Aliss Darrow sat in an casy chair st her

mentally |

(hd, bemg idle and unne- |

stutio, on the third loo of & buflling
el ‘?m et B
arr

Bdla?i: a feminine ﬁl’thli?.nl Achates, &
dazzling blonde, as devoted to her pen

shared the stundio with her friend, hav-
ing a very literary-looking, paper-lit-
tored table in one corner. The stadio
was charming, as are usually such
places, Miss Darrow was dark-eyed
and dark-haired, with a clear, pale skin
rand very pretty, erimson lips, She
wore & most becommg dress of old-gold
lawn and ecrn lace; s black hat with
an old-gold scarf, and boots with old-
gold tope. NShe waa,in truth a golden
harmony. Miss Hallett wore winte
myrble greon ribbons, and sat very erect
on the sofa, while Daisy lounged lan-
gnid l’ in the casy-chair.

“Wall, Pearl, my darling?" naked
Miss Hallett. She always called Daisy
“Pearl;" the name was infinitely fitter
for the tall, pale, deliberate-voived ar-
tiste, with her patricinn heauty.

Miss Darrow replied disconsolately :

“My love, I am in despair. I am out
of the mood for landscapes. I feel a
desperate longing to do a portrait.
Couldn’t you get me a new model ¥”

“0Of what style, pray?”

“0, a strong face; an odd face—
homely, mgged, nnoouth! Anything!
Only I want novelty."”

Miss Hallett shook her head.

“I don't know where to look for it,
unless down in Mulberry street; and
I'm in deadly fear of the cholera.”

Daisy vawned.

“Some one is coming np .stairs,” she
said, without troubling to move, “To
sea us, I suppose; there's nobody else
home on this floor.”

A moment later Maclean's well-
menning, short-nosed wvisage intruded
itself through the door,

“Good-morning, ladws; may 1 bring
a [riend ?"

Miss Hallekt arose with vivacity.

“Yon are quite welcome; we are try-
ing not to be dall.”

Daisy had pat out her hand, lan-
guidly.

“Are you having your vacation ?” she
asked.  Then, as sho pereeived Gideon,
| she sat up, suddenly revivified, snd be-
|

came cordial,

Giud
TOOm,.
[ *“It's very warm to-day,” he said,

prosontly.

(TS 1 19, indeed: wa have some lemon-
ade”—and MNiss Hallett proceeded to
dole out thimblefuls in tiny, colored
glasees,

The gentlemon made thus a pleasant
call, and went away delighted, exchang-
ing, when they had reached the street,
{ the following impressions:

Maclean—What do you think of her?
[ Protty, eh?

Giid—Yon just bet she is! Tall and
| slender. I used to like girls who were
| pay-teet; T liko tall ones better now-a-
| days.

Maclean—S8he kept her oyea on you
| all the time. Think you made an im-
| pression, (i

Gid—Wouldn't mind if Idid. She's
| good-looking: I wouldn't mind intro-
| ducing her to my uucle. You say her
i father 1s well-off, too.
| I am not quite sure how Miss Darrow
| wonld have felt had she heard herself
| thus patronized; she, nccustomed ev-
rywhere to the most delieate flattery;
she, who was gnoted ns “rare, pale
Margaret,” “pearl,” and “queen of
women!" Perhaps
frowned a little, then langhed; for she
was not a vain girl, She had good eye-
sight and a fine French mirror at
home; she knew herself theroughly,
and was therein content., Perhaps she

looked admiringly about the

the voung Sountherners’ allusions to
matrimony. For a moment I believe
she would bave longed to box their
ears—impudent, prosuming creatures!
Miss Darrow was devoted to art. She
was not, however, strong-minded, nor
was she a misogamist; on the contrary
she had her own select circle of admir-
ers, and there was one—at present in
Europe—to whom she would probably,
in dne time, be more than fiancee; one
who had the highest confidenes in her
talents and wrote her the most encour-
aging letters, “Persevere,” lLie wrote.
“I look for greatthings from you if yon
will but work. Be self-centered, and
seorn outside allurements (only me) !

But, of course, poor Gid had no way
of knowing all this,

As for the young ladies, they had
preserved a well-bred silence until
quite sure their guests were out of the
bailding.

Then Miss Hallett intorrogated her
friend with a wicked wink and smile.
Daisy had relapsed into arm-chair
and meditation.

“Fu—, ou—. What's that word,
Mame—that word beginning with U ?"

“Eucher, euphony, Eurepean, eu-
pepsy—"

“Nonsense! I mean—— Eureka! I
have got a model "

“You mean the Tennessean, love? I
saw yon studied him closely.”

“} could sketch him already. Take
his face just as it is; crown the hair
with a ragged straw hat; put a flannel
ghirt on him, opening carelessly from
his lomg neck; plenty of red and tan!”

“Will you ask him to sit ?”

“I dare say; he'll probably call again
soon."

Nor was Daisy greatly surprised
when they received, some two hours
Iater, by messenger, an invitation to
join the young pentlamen that same
day for s ramble in the park.

“The assurance!” exclained Mias
Hallett. “We—— and they! Ramble
in the park, indeed! Suub them, gor-
goonsly, dear!”

“Snub them " ropeated Daisy. "Ynf
forget, dear; I can’t snnb my mode
On the contrary, we must accept.”

And immediately she dixpatohed word
to that effect by the messenger, asking
Maclean and his friend to eall for them
at the studio.

At the appointed hour Maclean ar-
rived, alone,

“It's all right,” he explained. “Gid
wns dutain:f; he'll meet us at the ele-
vated railroad station.”

They reached the station ahead of
time, and sat down on a platiorm benoh.

Juast thon Miss Hallett discovered she
was perishing with thirst, and Maclean
imsistel upon an immediate adjourn-

ment to a veighboriug drug-store, for
soda-water. ¢ .

as Daisy to her brush. Miss Hallots |

she wonld have |

would have been otherwise affected by |

, ! m ¥ "

T . Mr.
' arrive at any moment; and
I man not ab all thirsty.”

She foll into » reverie, as they hur-
ried off, from which she was
arousad by the excited voice of the
 stution  door-kecper in loud remon-

stranee,

“That’s no way to come up! You
want to come up the other door, and
get your ticket,

“0, I'll buy my ticket,” cried an im-

tient, rather nasal voice, and Daisy,
ooking up, saw Gideon IFoster, erim-
son-faced with hurrying through the
heat. (She, afterward, in dn-rrib':?g
his appearsnce to Miss Hallett, de-
clar “Do you know, he came up the
‘exit’ stuirs, and really, I believe he
must have vauMed the gate; for no train
was passing, and of course the gate was
shut! Yes, he must have scrumbled
over that high fence; he looked as red
us a turkey, too!")

“Ab,” said she, with half a smile.
“You have come? Well, perhaps you'd
beat buy youar ticket and deposit it. "U'he
others will be here directly, and we can
catch the next train.”

It was not bad at all, at the park.
They boated awhile, viewed the menag-
erie, promenaded the mall, and brought
up at the restaurant, It happening to
be s concert-afternocon, the restanrant
was very much erowded. The ladies

Gid went nhead to find seats. He
had no hesitation in asking a strange
gentleman to relinguish his table
i favor of the *ladies in our
party.” The ntmnp_’_-‘r looked in-
jured and inquired, Vhere in—-
[nanghty word! do youn want me to go?
Out in the street?”

Other septs were vacant at that mo-
ment, md Daisy and Mame came up
smiling: they had canght the drift of
the stranger's remark. The latter
looked crestiallen. Daisy's besuty was
of the serene sort that inspires admira-
tion at the first glance, The ladies sat
fa ing their escorts. Gid would have
preferred to sit beside Miss Darrow,

“Do yon drink beer, Miss Hallot ?"
asked Maclean,

“Everybody drinks beer,” said Daisy,
who really was not fond of it, but
wanted to study all possible expres-
sions in the face of her model.

Beer was, therefore, ordered with the
ices and ecakes,

ate. 8he smiled, and lot the beverage
trickle slowly down her throat.

“Down our way,” said Gid, “if a lady
drank beer, she'd be ostracized.”

“Would she?" asked Daisy, thinking
whnt a eapital name for the portrait was
“Down-our-way !”

Gid couldn’t help feeling a little sur-
prised, when Maclean and himself Lnd
seon the ladies to the door of Miss Hal-
lot's residence, that there had been no
invitation to enter. DBut he forgot it
presently in Maoclean's congratulations.

“Youn're making fine headway, Gid;
but what about that little girl down
home ?”

Gid replied in a practical tone, He
was sorry, but the engagement could
be broken with Mabel. Alas! poor
Mabel, whose voluminous eorreapond-
ence was no longer carried about next
his heart! Poor Mabel, who crossed
and recrossed her foolscap in flowing
school-gir]l hand to such little purpose!
|iloxul(-5 Mabel, Gid lad also a little
| Indiane sweetheart, who wrote him
| pining epistles, So it will be seen he
was something of a lady-killer in hia
own circle.
|  The guartette made an excursion the
| following week to Coney Island, the
only peculiar feature of which being,
in Daisy’s mind, the dinner order of
Mr, Poster. 8She spoke of it next day
| to Mame,

i “He ordered roast turkey, dear, and

—only faney !—boiled eggs! I saw the
waiter smile. Only to think of it—
eges for dinner!”

Miss Hallett shrugged her shoul-
ders:

“I wouldn't care if
shells and all.”

Daisy was painting asway at the por-
trait.

“I'm not satisfied,” she said, pausing
to regard it. “I'm going to ask him to
git to me.”

“But what will he think of the cos-
tume yon put upon him?”

“Oh, I'll work that in afterward. I
only want to calch the expression.
Wait till he comes sgain.”

he had eaten

Mame retired to the adjoining room,
for fear she should smile. Daicy had
covered up her easel, and reclined
picturesquely in the easy-chair. Gid
eame alone; he didn't know where Mac-
lean was.

“It's just as well,” said Daisy, bland-
ly, “because I have a confession to
make, Mr. Foster.” She lowered her
eyelids, and displayed beantiful eye-
lashes. “I hope you will pardon me,”
she began.

“There isn't anything I wouldn't par-
don in you,” said Gid, very impres-
sively,

Daisy paused and thonght:
that outrageous Mame giggling
in the other room ?"

“Then, would you be very much
offended if I should ask you to allow
me to make a sketch of your face?
Yon know we art-students are constant-
ly on the wateh for conntenances that
are not insipid and cemmon. A face
like youys, for instance, indicative of
sgrength of character dnd—and smbi-
tion, perhaps.”

Gid was smiling broadly.

“You dou’t know how complimented
I'd feel,” he said.

“I'm glad to hear yon say so. Will
yon it for me a little while to-dey. To
tell the plain truth, I've began work
nlready; but of course it don't look a
bit like yon, yot." And she uncovered
the easel. '

Gid sat for an honr, with eminent
satisfaction to both.

He came every morning now, and
Daisy made bay. Mame Hallett was
always present, but slways deenly en-
grossed with her writings, Maclean
oould come no more, his vacation bml:ﬁ
nt af end. Gid bocoming entang
in the meshes. His remarks amu
the Iair artist,

“Whut I can’t understand is, how yeu
can paiot so well, at your " he said,
one day. “l guess you sin't more than
20, are A

“Not much more,” said Daisy,

“Was
alond

tly | good age to begin Lusiness,

waited at the door with Maclean, and |

Daisy observed that |
Gid drank with the gnlps of a noviti- |

| his uncle a thing or two.

Hé happenod o come that afternoon. |

sen Il be |
dl-;hl'! Mijm

“Then I
older than yon i

Daisy—Indeed ?

Gid —A foet.

Daisy (after a pause—Well, that’s a
ou ought
to sucoced.

Gid—Own fault if I don’t, (Spits
through his teeth amd over his shoul-
der). I guess I've got money enough
to buck me."”

Daisy—'Thot's & bright lockeut. *
* * There; bow am I getting along
with the peture?

Gid—Well, I guess I'd be pretty for-
tunate to get as good a one again. What
do you moean to do with it, any way ?"

Duisy—Do with it? O—ah, why—
put it on exhibition, I surpon.

Gid—You wouldn't sell it, I suppose
—4{o me?

Daisy (slowly)—Waell, frankly, I'd
rather keep it myself,

Gid (umfdsnly;—l wish I had one of
you!

Daisy (raising her voice)—Mame,
please come here and eriticise,

Gid was certainly in the net. When
the sittings were at an end he sum-
moned conrage to ask permission to
oall at Daisy’s home. Daisy was very
pleasant,

“To call?" she said, smiling. “Re-
ally, I should like to ask you; bu*, you
gee, we ure going to the seaside next
week, and the honse is closed. So,
much ns I should like 1t, I cannot ask
you to call.”

Gid bore the disappointment like a
hero. Had she not painted his portrait
and refusod to sell it—even to him ?

“My dear Pearl,” said Miss Hallott,
“your model is smitten, I fear.”

“Nonsense, my sweet. DBut if he
were 2"

“I'd be extremely sorry for him,”

“So should I,” said Daisy, ingenuous-
ly. “But he'd suffer in a noble cause—
the cause of art.”

(iid continued to come to the studio.

“I'tl have to lock the door,” said
Daisy, one day, “or I'll never have a
chance to woik up the costume, I must
finish it this week, for Aunt Sarsh is
complaining becausa I don't arrange
aboat my wardrobe,”

“You'il never want any wardrobe,”
suid Mame, resignedly, “if you close
the door such weather as this, You'll
melt or stifle in one short hour.”

“Then I'll risk his coming, aund lea~e
it open.”

Arriving late next morning, Miss
Haller found Daisy in her easy-chair,
studving over a letfer.

“What are you doing precious?”
asked Mame, throwing down her coach-
ing nmbrella.

“I'm copsidering a proposal,”

“Indeed? That's diversion,
must hinve gotten here at seven. How
funny the portrait looks! It's just
killing! If e could only see it!"”

Daisy frowned at “Down-our-way.”

“1'd hike to burn the old thing.”

“But you counlda’t, dear; thank for-
tune there's no fire to tempt yon."

“Listen to this letter,” swmid Daisy,
and began to read aloud:

UMY Dranest DALsy: (Whon 1 eay denrest,
I mean it in the tull sense of the word,)
Though I have known you so short o time, I
do not believe you will be wholly surprised
to letrn that 1 Lave come to regnrd vou ns
foar more than friend. In faet | bave grown
to enre for you more than I ever thought 1
could Tor any girl, I almost belleve 1 can
nover be happy without you. 1 think you
huvo secn sudicient ol me, ere this, to (ool
that T awm a yentloman, T even tatter mysold
that you lke me some, glresdy, and will
grow to ke me still better. It only remaine,
therefore, for me to say that | can offer you
i nwine upon whoso honor no stin his ever
falien. Of course, we are both top young us
yot for marriage: but may | not hope that
you roturn my feellngs, and that some tine
we may become all in all to ench othery 1
will eall 1o seo you this alfternoon at two,
and hope you will give me such answer aa
will render mo happlest of all.  Till then, and
always, your own, G,

Daisy ended with a sigh.

“Can I help yon, love?” asked Mame.

“Suppose von take the cars to Rock-
away, dod let me toll him you're gone
to the scaside.”

“My own! With all my fanlts, I
never shirk unpleasant duties.” And
Daisy covered the portrait and waited
for 2 o'clock.

As 1 said before, Gid had no mean
opimion of himself. Many a girl, at
home, had angled for him, to his ocer-
tain knowledge. And now he'd show
He had al-
ready told him a little about Daisy and
his matrimonial hopes.

“A nice way to treat Mabel Clare!”
growled Mr. Fuller. *“I'd like to know
what's beocome of your Sounthern sense
of honor.”

“I've higher ambitions,”™ said Gid.

“Very well; go ahead, and see where
you'll bring up.”

Grid goave his head o little toss,

“I guess thero ain’t many girls but
would be glad of a chance at me,” he
said, and started off to see Daisy and
receive his answer. Of course she'd
be shy at first, and deprecate the no-
tion., But gradually she'd come aronnd.
He bought a fine bunch of daisies and
hurried to the studio, running briskly
up tho stairs.

Daisy was alone; she sat examining
a number of new Hower studies. Bhe
smiled, and took his flowers gracefully.
She motioned to the sofa. “Pray sit
down,” she said; “you look hutmi"

(3id drew up a chair, and opened the
ball.

“You received my note ?”

“Your note? O, yes, of course!"

(Giid's confidence was nnmistakable,

“And what do you think of the idea ?”

“What did I think? Why, of course,
I thonght you meant it 11{ as a joke,
I'm sure I hope you did,” she said,
frankly, “because, you know, or, rath-
er, you ought te know, thongh per-
haps you don’t know; and I'm sure I'd
foel dreadful if I thought you'd been
led to suppose——" she was perfect]
oalm, and smiling beside. “The frut
of the matter is, Mr. Foster, I'm en-
Elged—!o o gputleman who is now in

uro

!l!

ST s ouen

* En ! @ , tragieally.
“Why, for that matter, so am I! But
I'd break any engagement for you!”

Daisy rose, with a grave expression,

“I nm 80 to hear you say so, I
have heard so much about Southern
honor.”

“But you won's decide at once,” he
stammered. *Only promise me to think
it over|”

Tnisy looked at him coldly.

“I think you conld not have under-
stood me. 1 said that I wos engaged.
There is nothing further further to say,

You

and—will yon please exeuse me?* 8
turned to’:hr the other room, an/
Gid had no choice but to retroat.
was in such a state of mind, vetween
disappointment and chag:in, that Le
left his hat lying :ron the sofa, and
| bolted out barehoaded, and down into
. the strect. He ran almost a block be-
fore he discovered wh{ people were
staring at lom. How he hated to gu
| back! Dut the hat was new, and Gud
| was just a Little close over unnecessar
{expenditures. He therefore returned,
and climbed the stairs softly, hopng
that she might still be in the inner
room and would not hear him enter.

But, as he reached the threshold of
the studio, he was greeted with a most
startling little drama. Not only Daisy,
but also Miss Hallett, had emerged
from the mner room, apparently in
the highest state of exhilaration. They
stood with their backs to the door, and
were convulsed, at moments, with
langhter, over a picture npon the easel,
which now s in the center of the
room,

“Henvens ™ eried Mame.
splendid likeness "

“I might pity him,” said Daisy, “if
he"\r-_um’t so capable of pitying—him-
sl

Just then they moved, and Gid caught
sight of —his own portrait, ragged-hat-
ted, flannel-clad, amd bearing & huge
title placard, “Down Our Way "

For a moment he wax fairly stunned;
then turning, he fled, hatless a second
time, and choking with gasps of rage
and mortifieation, to the street. He
ran several bloeks in this condition, be-
fore he ever thought of a bat-store.

He kept out of his unele’s sight that
evening and for soveral days after. But
graduully he eame to himself, and
wrote to the losg-neglected Mabel.

“It is a

A Country Singing-Scheol.

Did you ever attend n country sing-
ing-school in the days of “aunld lang
syne?" If you never did, you have
missed & rave treat. I remember when
I used to walk a mile to where my girl
lived, and then go two miles further to
sing ng-school, full well,

There was the teacher (professors
wera scarce in those \1;;}'.«1, with two or
three charts on which were the full notes,
looking like boldly ontlined goose-egges,
and the halves the same, oxeepting that
the ladles with which they wera bLeing
litted from the pot were visible and the
quarters wero great, black balls, jnst
colliding with long, frail Loats. The
teacher owned a tuning fork, and when
Lie wished to find out the starting point
for o song, he would tap it on the
dusty, scurred desk in the old frame
meeting-house (churches were as searee
as professors then), and say “‘do, mi,
sol, do, do-0-0," then gradually went
up to “mi"” again, and said *‘do” in the
same kev, and then we all tried to
repeat it 1n the same way, and ranged
all the way from an octave, to above
Lhalf an octave below.

After harder work than it takes to
saw n cord of wood, we all agresd on
the right kind of “‘do,” and then the
teacher kept us “do”ing until he led ns
up to the note on which the song in
hand began, and then we “fa"el awhile,
and then he began counting “one, two;
one, two;" until we got to bobbing onr
heads up and down, and stamping with
our feet, when he suddenly broke the
monotonous style of counting and said
“one, two; one, ready ; sing,” and bali
of us started out all right, a gnarter
wrong, and the remainder not at all.
Then we had to begin again, and in
due time we all were singing, To be
gure, some of the tenors would hum
bass, and it was difficult to keep the
contraltos off the soprano cleff, but
we got there, all the same, even if there
were two young fellows, one of whom
is writing abont it at this mmoment, who
never could keep ther voices in line,
and were usually singing *‘air,” as they
called it, although assigned to the
group of tenors,

In about three weeks, we began o
sing “round” gongs, when one-fourth of
the class sang one-fourth of the song,
and began on the first, and took to
their heels on the third guarter, when
the third fourth started in on the first,
and were coming down the home
stretch like a greased organette by the
time the last installment became due,
and then started in again with all the
rest harg after them in regular order.
In due fime, of course, we began to
pull up on the lenders, and before we
let up, we would all be coming in on
the home streteh together. When we
had congquered this ditfienlt branch of
the art, we regard ourselves as perfect,
and wero ready to challenge any othen
school in the universe. Oh, yes
Those were grand, good old dn}u.é
tell you!—Through Mail,

lece Worms,

Not content with discovering many
species of ngly animalenle in onr drink-
ing-water, the scientists propose to fan
the opposition against St. John to a
fiercer heat by asserting that even the
ice with which the Schuylkill water is
cooled for drinking swarms with dis-
agreecable worms. At the last meeting
of the Academy of Natural Seciences
the President, Dr. Joseph Leidy, stated
that a member had recently given to
him for examination a vial of water ob-
tained by melting ice nused for cooling
drinking-water. The member who
submitted the vial had noticed living
werms in the sediment of a water-cool-
er, but had supposed that they were
contained in the water. Upon melting
some of the ice, however, the worms
were still observed. ‘These worms,
which were from four to six millimeters
long and colorless, belong to the same
family a8 the common earth worms—
the lumbricide, Their bodies have
thirty segments bearing spines. DBe-
sides this cheerful discovery, Prof.
Leidy fonnd in the vial several dead
worms with large ciliated infusorians,
vegetable hairs, and other debris, 1t
has been supposed that ice was free
from the impurities of the water upon
whose surface it was frozen, but this
discovery is against that theory,—
Philadelphia Press,

Anovt love, Queen Elizabeth of Ron-
manin writes: “If one forgives, one
loves no longer, for true love knows
nothing of forgiveness.” “1ihe jealousy
of those who love ua is the grandes:
lhl.hrz;" “Man and wife shonld never
censo to do a little courting, now mal-
ter how old they may be.”
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A JusTice's hardly be
d bmohu’:t' the peace,
. boeaeks Qo Weet ren fosting
. " Go you too
ww. go West — Preizel's Weokly,

QuiNiNg has not been so low in price
for years, and a fellow can betber
to have his girl give him the shake
year than at any other time.

“Tug:E is no place like ¥
says the t. g&.‘hﬂ ung:' m
%t?o of young woman you're d;u‘:

is is, of conrse, su e
ture poets will please no::zr.l

SAID an astronomer to a brigh
girl, when talking of ra nbows:

on ever see & lunar bow, miss?” *I

ve seen s bean by moonlignt, if that
is what you mean,” wus the sly re-

juinder,

Ne'er judge a woman by the ~lothes
she wears. Many o f, WOman
covered with silks and flounces !Ni
furbelows, turns her toes in to such a
distressing extent that when she walks
her feet look Tfike an triangle
with the base omitted.—Crl Freteel’s
Weekly.

“Now, Lrrrie boy, what is the mean-
ing of the word hypoer ay?” asked an
Austin Sunday-school teacher of her
favorite pupil. “I can't exylai.n it, but
I know it all the same.” “Giive me an
example of hypocrisv.,” “When a fel-
low save he loves his Sumlay-school
teacher, That's hypocrisy.”—Texas
Siftings.

Nor what he intended: He (a crack
tennis-player)— “It's a spl game,
isu't it? I really think that your sex
ought to get up a test'monial to the in-
ventor. It's the lest game ever in-
vented in which ladies can join." She
(with a brother in his university eleven)
—Yes, thats what Jack says; “itsa
splendid game for ladies and duffers.”

Tuey were discussing polities,  “If
you were marching in 8 proosssion and
your torch went o it you wouldn't have
to call for a mateh,” remarked Jones;
you could light it with your nose.®
*You conld do hbetter than that," re-
torted 8Smith; “von wounldn't need any
torch at all.” “Indeed !” replied Jonea,
“No. All you would have to do wonld
be to light yonr breat!."—New York
Graphic.

A raoy in Ireland was asked by an
elderly reverend gentleman whom she
met in Dublin why it was that she was
not marrisd., “You wouldn't ask that
juestion,” said the lady, “if you knew
the state of aflairs in the city wherel
live. Why, there are seven ladies to
one geutleman in that place™ “And
why didu’t you get the one gentleman ?”
slyly asked the questioner.—Lawrence
American,

“Dox'r you know,” said a minister,
addressing a little boy who was fishing,
“that God doesn’t love little boys who
fish Sundays?” Just then n pull on
the line occurred, and the boy landed
an two-pound trout. “Ilon't He?" ex-
claimed the boy, placing the fish ina
basket that contained abont a doren
just like it,  “Don’t He? You look in
thut basket, mister, an’ see if he don't
—Detroit Post,

FINALLY DROPPED ANCHOR.
My love was like a b oyant ship
O er sunuy waves st soa,

And In the voyase of my heart
Bhie saled away from me!

I followed in her flylne wake -
The waves grew sirongz and fleet:

I pan=cd by shoa s of clrvumstasce
Aund quicksands of defoat!

But lttle winds of oquetry
Still kept our lves apart,

T im iy erulso of Jove | reachod
The harbor of her hoart!

“Way does the woman stand at the
corner with her gaze fastened on a house
in the center of the block ™ “Becanse
she sees s red sign on the house, and
she thinks the place will suit her. Now
shie is walking down. Yes, she likes
the location. It is handy to the cars,
and people on either side look as if they
would lend their flat-irons and wash-
tubs.” “Does she ring the bell?” “She
doth. It is answered by a solid woman
with a sort of nitric-acid eye.” “And
after she has asked how much the rent
is, and how many children the neigh-
bors have, and what society can be
looked for, and whether the landlord is
willing to make repairs, what hup-
pens?”  “Ob, nothing much. The
solid woman draws herself up, shuts
ber teeth hard, and points to the sign
and hisses: ‘Idiot! Can't you read!'"
“And then?” “And the other backs
down the steps, and reads: ‘Scarlet
fever here!'"

He Didn’t Stay.

Just before he raached the corner he
consnlted his watch, snd the bells at
the same time struck 3, He gazed up
and down, looked into a store window,
and wore away five minutes. Then he
turned to a boy trying to 31&: marbles
all nlone in the grass, and cautiously
asked :

“Bub, have you seen a lady standin
on this corner within a few minutes

“Yaas,” was the prompt reply. “She
was here about ten minits ago.”

“And where did she go?"

“Down that way. an come along
and she went off with him."

“Did, eh?"

“Yaas, but you needn't feel had. I
heard the man say he'd come back with
s shotgun and shoot blue blazes outer
some one. 1f youw'll wait he'll certainly
come back.”

A ear was passing, and the man made
only three {:unp. to reach it, and, as be
sat down, the gers noticed that
he ap like a man suffer ng t
mental anxiety—lost his dog, per
— Detroit Free Press.

Bactenia, gonsidering they are snck
small affairs, are attracting a great deal
of attention. In Munich a lat 3
has been established to stady
forms and habits, 2nd & boek which
was issued in 158" haa lately been re-
vised because it was behind the timas.
Every medical journal is pretty sure o
have some item of news 1

“Wiar is more awfal to contem-
" said a lecturer, glaring abount
Eim, “than the relentless of &
maelstrom " And & henpe
man in the rear of the
raplied, “the fernalestrom.”
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